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Fuck! 

Fuck! 

What's that? 

That screeching. That incessant, terrible, awful noise. What is it? 

James groans beside me, | hear his palm slapping over the bedside table. Then there's silence, beautiful, 


comfortable silence. That's better. | pull the blankets up over my head and snuggle deeper into blissful warmth. 


Just gonna sleep for a little while longer.. 


BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEP. 

Nooo000000. 

Fucking alarm clock! Bain of my existence. My nemesis! I'll sue it, I'll sue all alarm clocks! 

James gives another groan next to me, sits up properly this time. Turns off the alarm clock. Ahh, my hero. | 
feel his weight leave the bed, he grumbles his way into the bathroom. | take the opportunity to snuggle over 
to his side of the bed, where it's still warm from his body heat, pull the covers and all the pillows over with 
me and burrow down. Today, | am a mole. 

| doze while he showers, lulled into sleep by the gentle patter of the water. | come back awake when | feel his 
body sneak up next to mine on the bed. He puts his arms around me and pulls me close, trying to kiss me. | 
wriggle away, playing a coy little game with him. 

He chuckles and plants a kiss on my lips, | pull my face away. 

"Pleh," | poke my tongue out at him, "Yukky boy." 

He laughs and pulls me closer again, "Who you calling boy, boy?" 

They he kisses me again, roughly, claiming my mouth. My toes curl and | push one of my ankles between his 
legs, rubbing us together. I'm rather hoping if | make him horny he'll come back to bed properly and we won't 
have to get up. 

He pulls away. Fuck, I'm all out of luck 


"Come on, Lars, we have to get up. Bob needs us in the studio on time Today." 


| groan my frustration and bury my head under the blankies again. | hate Bob, | hate the studio, right now he's 
even getting into my bad books. 


"Aww, don't be like that. C'mon," he stands and pats the blankets where my butt is, "I'll bring you up some 


cocoa and a donut. How's that?" 

"Hmph!" 

He trots off down the stairs. Why can't he see this from my perspective? It's all his fault anyway, he kept me 
up all right last night and now he's expecting me to be Mr Bright and Sparkly at the ungodly hour of 4 am. 


Fucking bastard! 


| hear him re-enter the room, he puts a mug down on the bedside table and sits on the bed beside me. | peep 


open one eye and look at the powdered donut he's bought me. | pull down the covers so my head is out and 
open my mouth. He shakes his head, but breaks off a piece of pastry and pops it in my mouth for me. Hee 


hee, he loves me. 


"So, you gonna get up now? Since I'm handfeeding you?" he asks, putting more donut into my waiting mouth. 


| grunt at him, "Itd be a lot easier to get up if you'd let me go to sleep at a reasonable hour last night" 
"Baby, | just couldn't help myself, you looked so hot" 

"flattery will only get you so far, Hetfield” 

"Will it get you out of bed?" 

"Hmph! No" 


Now the donut is finished so | roll over, pulling the covers over my head again. He'll just have to tell Bob I'll be 
in later in the day. 


"Lars," his voice has dropped, he rests a hand on the covers, "You need to get up. Now!" 


"No! I'm not. Go away!" My head is under the covers so he can't see but l'm doing a rather masterful pout 


right now, it's almost wasted under here. 


A large hand sneaks under the covers, warm and firm, and grabs my hip. He shakes me and tells me to get up 
again | roll away and pull the covers even tighter around me. | hear him growl, the covers are torn out of my 


hands and suddenly he's on top of me, grabbing me by the hips, turning me over. 


"You're getting to be a spoiled little slut, aren't you?" he snarls, pulling my hips up and grinding against me, 
"Need to be taught a fucking lesson." 


Oh fuck yes! My hands clench on the pillow as he starts playing with my asshole. Ooh, not in the mood for 
foreplay eh, big guy? That's cool, | don't mind it fast and hard first thing in the morning. | hear him muttering 
as he opens the bedside table's draw and roots around inside. | can't see what he's doing, my face is pushed 
into the pillows. 


Then | feel him pressing something cool and metallic and well lubricated into me. What the fuck!? What the 
fucking fuck is that?l! Lucky for me I'm still pretty lubed up from last night, but still, what the fuck is he 


doing? 


The thing, whatever it is, stretches me out but then tapers in. Fuck, its a plug. Kinky bastard, what's he got in 


mind? I'm lying here waiting when he pulls me onto my back and kisses me again, holding my hands down, 


Wow. There's a reason to stay in bed right there. 

He pulls away suddenly, leaves the bed. What? 

"Hey! Where're you going?" 

"Getting you some fucking clothes. We need to get to the studio.” 
"So you're going to leave me like this, huh?" 


"Yes." His head pokes out of the closet and he gives me a look. The Do What | Say Or You'll Regret It Look. | 
pout at him and wriggle around on the bed. 


"So you're just going to leave this thing in me?" | ask again. What's his deal all of a sudden? 

"Yep. Get dressed. And drink the fucking cocoa | made you!" 

He throws me a pair of shorts, a shirt, underpants and my shoes. | get dressed, the plug moves around in me 
as | lean over to pull on my clothes, occasionally brushing against my prostate. It's not unpleasant. Fine, if he 
wants to play some kinky game, | can deal with that. 

| down the cocoa in three quick swallows, pull on my shoes and present myself downstairs, ready to leave. He 
smiles when | scowl at him, lifts my chin to look me in the face. | think he's about to kiss me but all he does is 
give my butt a bit of a squeeze and wink knowingly. Fucking pervert! 

We arrive at the studio and Bob is already there tapping his foot and being his usual charming self. He wants 
us to lay down some drum work today. Well fuck, why not? I'm feeling generous. | sit down behind my kit and 
warm up a litle, then head into trying to get down the drums for the Unforgiven 

l'm about half way through my first serious attempt when | feel it. 

Holy FUCK 

Vibrations. Inside me! Let me just repeat that for you: Inside! ME! Fucking..fucking..wow! 

My drumstick somehow frees itself from my hand and flies across the room. Holy shit.holy fucking shit that's 
amazing. Fuck, it's the fucking plug. But.but how did it..? Does it have a switch or something that I've turned on 
accidentally? 


As quickly as it started, it stops. What? | was just starting to enjoy myself! 


"Lars, what the fuck was that?" 


Bob's voice in my headphones brings me out of myself. Ah shit, | almost forgot about him. | look up at Bob and 
James standing out in the control room. James is standing behind our producer with the biggest, most self 
satisfied, shit eating grin plastered all over his face. While Bob is chewing me out over messing up the song, 
James reaches into his pocket and pulls out a tiny black rectangular cube, with little grey buttons on it. 


It's a remote.. 

Oh Fuck! 

No! 

Nooo0000000000000! 

Just in case | haven't figured it out he rather pointedly lifts one finger and presses the On button Vibrations 
begin to rattle inside me again. | shift on the drum stool and It moves inside me, hitting me in all those dark 
secret places. 


Fuck! Fuck! FUUUCK! 


| try to control my breathing, can't let Bob see. Shit, he might think I'm getting turned on by him yelling at me. 
That'd be weird.. 


Just as my hips start jerking James turns it off, | can see him placing the remote deep into his jean's pocket. 
Fuck! | have to get that remote somehow. Bob looks like he's wrapping up his monologue, | try to pay attention 


to what he's saying so | can chime in at the right moment. 


"and that's why Jason needed more hand cream. Now, are you going to play the song right this time or do we 


need to find a new drummer?" 

Seriously, what the fuck. 

"Uh..no, man. Just play it back to me again, I've got it now.’ 

| start into Unforgiven again. | only make it about half way through before James starts the fucking vibe 
again. This time my drumsticks don't make it across the room, but | do miss a beat and Bob notices. Cue 
another awesome chewing out. 

This little pattern repeats itself for another half an hour or so. Fuuuck, | can't take this much more. As soon 
as I'm getting into the groove, James is fucking pushing my buttons, literally, and | lose it. It's so fucking 


frustrating! Why's he torturing me like this? 


That's it! Ive fucking had enough! | throw my drumsticks down and lean over the kit. The vibrations intensify. 


Holy shit! | didn't know they could do that. Christ on a crutch, its almost too much. My cock's so fucking hard 
right now. 


Jesus, now Bob's yelling at me again. | take a moment while I'm folded over the kit to tuck my cock into the 
waistband of my shorts. At least now I'm not going to walk out there with a massive fucking boner pointing 
straight at him and James. Again, that would be weird.. 

"Bob," | plead, "I'm just not feeling it right at this second Can | have five minutes please?" 

Bob gives one of those slow frustrated sighs he gives when he's pissed off at us. Fuck him, seriously. If he's 
having a problem he can go back to working for Motley Crue and patting down Nikki Sixx for fucking needles 
every morning! 

"Alright Lars, take as long as you need" 


"Thankyou." 


I'm just praying my face isn't too red. | storm out of the recording room and give James what is perhaps the 


most evil look of all time. 
"James, can | speak to you for a second?" 
"Hmm?" He smiles at me, all innocent, "What's up, little buddy?" 


"In private please." 


He turns to Bob and makes a ‘Ohh, l'm in Trouble Face. Bob snorts and shakes his head. Fuck them, just fuck 
them with a stick! James gets up and follows me into the bathroom, | hold the door open for him. 


| lead him into one of the stalls, lock it behind us. Right, | have to make this worth his while. 


He gives a satisfied smirk when | drop to my knees in front of him, grab him about the hips. | give him my 
best Sad Little Lars pout, the one | know drives him crazy and rub my face against his crotch. 


"Jaaaames, why are you doing this to me?" 


He grunts, | can feel his cock swelling under his jeans. If | distract him maybe | can slip the remote out of his 


pocket. 
"Why are you torturing your baby?" 


| rub his thighs and look up at him, batt my eyes sadly. He just grabs my hair and presses my face harder 
against his crotch. 


Im doing this for your own good, Lars. You need to be taught to behave, and don't tell me you're not enjoying 
yourself" 


| whine up at him, wiggle my hips, "I've learned my lesson, | promise. Don't make me keep it in for the rest of 


the day, please Daddy." 

He strokes my head, licks his lips. 

"Please Daddy, I'll do anything...” 

James smiles, he starts to lower his fly, "Make this the best blow job of my life and I'll consider it" 

James Hetfield, | hope you're ready to have your mind blown 

| barely let him pull his cock out of his pants before I'm sucking the life out of it. pull out every trick in my 
book, licking and sucking and panting over his cock. James starts to breath heavily, his head rolls back against 
the stall wall. | reach into his pants and start playing with his balls, cupping and squeezing them. He groans 


loudly and shivers. 


Ho ho, my tall friend, the ride has only just begun. I've got a little surprise for you. I've been practicing for a 
week, got Kirk to give me lessons and everything. | start altering my breathing, opening my throat.. 


Then | do it. | take him all the way in. Deep throating, its a very special skill. That throws him off 
"Holy.holy fuck Lars! Where did you learn to do that?!" 

| can't respond, Im swallowing you cock right now, James. Heh heh. 

He starts really moaning and whispering nonsense then, panting with his head thrown back 
"Fuck.fuck.so fucking tight.Christ.Lars..baby..ch my God. Ahhhhh" 


He thrusts into my mouth, holding onto my face, fisting my hair. He groans once more, long and drawn out, and 


comes down my throat. | swallow all of it. 


He holds me on his cock for a while after, just panting and gasping for air. Hee hee, point one to me. He has to 
take it out now. 


"God.oh my God." he lets me up and | stand, nuzzling into him and letting him grab my butt, "That.that 


was..adequate." 


WHA T?!! 


He laughs when he sees the rage on my face. Fucking bastard! Fucking LYING bastard, for that matter! 


"Don't get mad, baby. You did do a pretty good job though, so I'll cut you some slack. | won't turn it on 


anymore when you're playing." 


| want to fucking claw his eyes out right now, but | know this is as good as l'm going to get today, | was 
pretty bratty this morning. 


"You promise?" 
"Scout's Honour, sweetheart." 


| scowl at him a bit more, he's still a bastard, but at least he's a merciful bastard. | can deal with the plug for 


the rest of the day, the vibrations are a bit much though. 

He gives my butt another squeeze, kisses me a couple more times, before letting me out of the bathroom. I'm 
worried Bob'll suspect something but he's been distracted by Kirk and Jason who've decided to swan in. Hmph, 
they didn't get in trouble for being late! 


"Ah! You're back," Bob says, raising one eyebrow, "I want Kirk to lay down some stuff we were working on 


yesterday afternoon now. You don't mind do you, Lars?" 
"Go for it, guys." 
| could use a little time to chill out after this morning anyway. Kirk heads into the recording booth and begins 


to warm up. | sit down, take a few deep breaths, the plug shifts inside me, | have to keep wriggling on my seat 


to keep it somewhat comfortable. 

Eh, fuck this shit. | need something to drink. 

| head out into the next room to the fridge, pull myself out a coke. | lean against the cool kitchen counter and 
sip it slowly, occasionally shifting my hips to adjust the fucking plug. | feel a presence behind me, | don't even 
have a chance to look around before | feel the vibrations begin again. | know who the fuck it is. 

"James!" | hiss, "You fucking promised!" 

"Baby, | said | wouldn't turn it on while you were playing. Are you playing your drums right at this second?" 


All| can do is huff and stomp my foot. Fucker's got a point: 


"Well, then you're fair game, sweetcheeks." 


He presses his hips against my butt as | turn back to lean against the kitchen counter. Maybe if | ignore him 
and pretend like I'm ignoring the vibe then he'll lose interest. He starts to fiddle with the waistband of my 
shorts though. Man, | am all out of fucking luck today. 

"What the fuck are you doing, man?" | hiss at him again, | seem to be doing that a lot today. 


He chuckes, pulls the shorts down more, "Just let me have a look" 


"What? Fuck no. Not fucking here," | try to push his hands away and pull my pants up at the same time, not 
an easy task. 


"I just want a quick look," he says, voice lower by an octave or two, the voice that makes me obey. He presses 


a hand to my shoulder and pushes me down again, keeps pulling the shorts down 

"James.please..anyone could walk in" I'm already whimpering, l'm such a bitch. 

"IIl be quick then." 

Luckily, or unluckily for him, he isn't quite quick enough and we're interrupted by Jason. God, | never thought 
I'd be as happy to see him as | am right now. James snaps up my waistband and leaps back from me in one 
sharp movement. Heh heh, that'll show him. 

"Hey Jase, how's it going?" | ask, sipping my coke again. Mr Calm and In Control right here. 

"Pretty good dude, just grabbing some water." 


"Cool." 


| follow Jason back into the studio making sure to smile at James over my shoulder and give my hips a little 


extra wiggle when | walk. I'm such a tease too, | can't help myself. 


The day continues and James is true to his word, any time l'm behind the kit I'm left alone, any other time is 
pretty much fair game. At first the times he'd turn it on and off seemed random though eventually | figured 


out there was a pattern to it. 

See, | figured out that whenever | did something he liked, it got turned on. It was like a silent code between us, 
as if he was trying to create some sort of sexual Pavlovian Response in me; be a good boy and James wil 
turn you on. It was wrong on so many levels. 


But | fucking loved it. 


It was an interesting way to figure out what he liked. For example, he liked when | bought him lunch, sat next 
to him on the couch, little things like that. | wasn't surprised when it got turned on high when | leant over to 


pick up a pen on the floor. Fuck, | almost fell flat on my face. | could hear him snickering from the other side 
of the room. 


He also really liked it when Kirk came over and hugged me, stroked my arms, if the intensity of the vibration 
was anything to go by. Hey, Kirk's just a touchy-feely sort of person, we're close. | wasn't surprised, James 
has been hinting at a threesome for months now. It's so not going to happen though, | don't share well with 


others. 


At least it was only Kirk he seemed interested in, sitting next to Jason produced a much less enthusiastic 


result. Chatting to Bob got it turned right off. That's a relief actually, in more ways than one. 

As much fun as I'd been having with this though, the day can't end soon enough. 

Finally, we're all sitting around the table going over what we got done today, the vibe has been on what I've 
decided to call ‘medium-high’ for the last forty-five minutes. l'm just sitting, trying not to show on my face 


how there's a fucking party going on in my pants right now. | can barely stand it anymore. 


‘I'm not sure about James’ vocals on Sad But True, to be honest," Bob was saying. Fuck, | can barely keep track 
anymore of what's going on, "What do you think Lars?" 


"Ssso00 goood 

"What was that?" Bob looks at me a little oddly. 

Fuck. Shit. | wasn't even really listening, | cant even remember what song we're talking about 

"James' v-vocals, they're so good. l-I love them. Don't change a thing” 

| try to smile, participate, but then James decides to reward me for this little vote of confidence by turning 
up the vibrations even further. Jesus Christ, the motor's going to blow at this rate! Oh God, oh fucking God 


and Jesus and Krishna and Buddha and Allah and every-fucking-one else.. 


"Lars," Oh fuck, now Kirk's looking at me funny, "Are you ok? You're sweating..and trembling a little. Are you 
sick?" 


He places a hand on my forehead, "You feel hot! Maybe you should go home." 
Yes Kirk, maybe | should Maybe | should go home and maybe James can come with me and maybe we won't 
even make it home because l'm pretty sure l'm going to make him pull over and make him fuck me on the side 


of the road somewhere! 


Oh God, oh merciful Christ, Kirk's touching me. He's feeling my face and rubbing my arm and in my fevered 
state l'm beginning to think James' whole threesome idea isn't so bad after all. Fuck, | feel like my brain's 


melting out my ears, | have to do something, have to go, have to.have to.. 

Kirk cocks his head, "Hey, does anyone else hear this weird buzzing noise?" 

N000000000! 

"You know that's funny, | think | can hear it too," Jason chimes in, "been hearing it all day actually.” 


This can't be happening. This has to be some sort of twisted dream. Some sort of sexy, sick, twisted, fucking 


amazing dream. God, | can barely control my hips anymore, l..l.oh man.James..you, please..stop this.. 


Things go black. Everything's hazy; Kirk's fluttering hands over my face, water being pressed to my lips, strong 


arms lifting me.. 


The next really clear memory | have is of sitting in the car next to James. He's driving, driving me home. | 
can't think clearly anymore, all | want is his hands on me, his mouth on me, his cock in me. | whine at him, 
coming awake, put a hand on his thigh. He just sniggers and puts my hand back, gives my cock a firm squeeze 


for good measure. 
"Soon, baby, soon" 


Then we're home, he scoops me up in those big arms again, carries me inside. All | can do is rest my head on 
his chest and rub his nipples through his shirt. He carries me all the way upstairs and throws me down on the 


bed, just like in those terrible romance novels that Kirk loves so much. 


| whimper when he makes short work of my clothes, ripping my shirt and tugging off my shorts. He takes off 
his own jeans and shirt, watching me writhe on the bed. God, I'm fucking dying here. When he's naked, standing 


over me and stroking his own cock, | part my legs shamelessly, | want him..so bad. 


He just gives me one of those shit eating grins and crawls up the bed over me. He kneels by my face and 
grabs me by the hair, pushing his cock into my mouth. He stretches his torso over my body, finds the base 
of the plug between my legs and starts to thrust it inside me. Fuck, holy fuck! My cock twitches and drips 
onto my belly. 


"Have you learned your lesson, baby?" his voice is like silk, wrapping around my brain, "Have you learned that 


when | do nice things for you, you act rice back? Have you learned not to act like a spoiled little bitch?" 


| have, I've learned so well. I'll get up on time, I'll make you breakfast in bed, I'll do anything for you James, just 


make this end. 


He pulls his cock out of my mouth so | can answer. | try, | really try, but | can't form any words. My brain 
just won't think them up for me. All| sort of do is gibber and grab at his chest, trying to pull him between 
my legs. 


"Da-ddy.." That's all. That's all | can manage. 


He smiles down at me, pulls the plug out and throws it across the room. He understands, he knows me too 


welll 


Then he's between my legs, just like | wanted. Giving me what | deserve. Don't need any lube, don't need to 
stretch me, l'm ready, I've been ready all day. He slides into me, filling me, grabs my cock in his thick calloused 


hand and l'm gone. 


| hear screaming from somewhere, someone screaming ‘please’ and ‘fuck’ and ‘James: Is that me? Is that 
shameless screaming whore me? My head's thrashing on the pillow, I'm scraping my nails down his back, my 


hips jerk up to keep time with him, he's rutting into me, grunting and snarling and pulling my hair. 

And then | come. And holy fuck do | come. For some brief second, as it rushes through me, I'm frightened, it's 
too much. Seeing stars doesn't really describe it. | think.| don't think.! scream one last time, hoarse and wild 
and animal. 

"Holy fuuuuck," James groans, falling down on top of me as he finishes. 

Holy fuck. 

| can't move. That's what | realise when he pulls off and flops onto his side of the bed, I'm paralysed. My 
muscles have ceased to function, l'm jelly. No! Not even jelly, jelly has some sort of structure, I'm.gravy or 


soup, maybe. 


But luckily for me, | have someone to do the moving for me. James pulls the covers over me, pushes a pillow 


under my head, wraps me up in his arms. Ahh, this is how | started Today, now it's finishing and I'm the same. 


He whispers little nothings in my ears, tells me how good | am, how hot, how much he loves me. I'd reciprocate 


if | could move my tongue. 


| don't think itll be any easier to get up tomorrow somehow. 


